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the boy into the kitchen or to the little shed. Floris
felt that the big hand that held him had become
gentler.
One day, during this same summer, a change
came over that hand. It was Saturday. Weren-
donk was taking off his apron ready to go out to
make his payments. Looking out of the window to
where the footsteps of the children, just out of school,
could be heard racing along the cobbled street, he
at once perceived Thijs's wife, and the child she
was holding by the arm was wearing a blue jacket.
He felt his anger rising as he wondered what the
complaint was going to be now. Letting go of the
boy on the front steps, she told Werendonk the story
of what he had done. Not only had he stolen, she
said in a loud and angry voice, but he had behaved
like a sneak. The baker's boy had dropped his
purse in the street, and Floris had been one of those
who had gone to help pick up the money, but she
had noticed that he had picked up a ten-cent piece,
whereas he had only handed over a cent. Weren-
donk found the ten cents in his pocket; he took
him immediately to the shed. e My boy,' he said,
c don't you know that a thief has to go to prison ? '
Floris gave no answer but looked straight at him
with his small grey eyes. Werendonk had not taken
the cane with him, he was going to beat him with
his hand, and as he bent down to him, he, too,
looked straight at the boy. Then, turning him